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shifted his glass. Semion Akhvatkin, a distant relative of
the Korshunovs, who was sitting on the opposite side,
frowned when he saw Mishka and turned his eyes away.
Kirill invited Mishka to sit down.
" Thank you for the invitation."
" But do sit down, don't take offence, have a drink with
us."
Mishka sat down at the table. Taking the glass of home-
made vodka from the master's hands, he nodded :
" Here's to your return home, Kirill Ivanovich ! "
" Thank you.  Have you been back from the army long ? "
" Very long.   I've had time to settle down."
" To settle down and get married too, by all accounts.
But what are you pulling a face for ? Drink it up ! "
" I don't want any more. I've got some business to talk
over with you."
" But that's too much! Don't try that on me ! I'm
not talking about business to-day! To-day I'm enjoying
myself with friends. If you've come on business, call again
to-morrow."
Mishka rose from the table.  Smiling calmly, he said .
" It's only a little matter, but it won't wait. Come outside
for a minute."
Stroking his neatly twisted black moustache, Kirill was
silent for a moment, then he rose.
t( Perhaps we can talk here ? Why break up the
company ? "
" No, let's go outside," Mishka replied quietly but
insistently.
" Go outside with him ; what are you chaffering over ? "
said the strange, broad-shouldered cossack.
Kirill reluctantly led the way into the kitchen. To his
wife, who was busy at the stove, he muttered :
" Clear out of here, Katerina ! " Sitting down on the
bench, he asked curtly : "Well, what's the business ? "
" How many days have you been back ? "
" Why, what's the matter ? "
" How many days have you been back, I asked."
" This is the fourth, I think."
" And have you been to the Revolutionary Committee
yet ? "
" Not yet."